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Hello? 


Author's Notes: 


Dave Grohl throwing plot bunnies around like there's no tomorrow: https://youtube/T2 lazbymA Iw?t=bm4s 
(and me trying to catch ‘em all) 


There might be a following to this, but first | want to finish posting my other fic and I've been quite busy, 


lately. Let me know if you would like to ready more, regardless! 


"Hello, this is Dave's hot line. What's your name, sweetie?" 


Taylor swallowed hearing the manly, warm voice purr quietly on the other end of the line. Both took their time. 
The blonde clumsily held the phone between his shoulder and his ear as he sat down in the large armchair 
overlaid with blankets and pillows. That time of the day when he could dial his favorite hot line and let his 
fingers undo his fly had finally come. 


"Hello?" 


Only then, he smirked at the realization It was him. Him, hanging on the phone. Him..again. A shiver of 
excitement ran down his spine at the thought and he had to focus to let out a throaty sound. 


"Hey." 


"Oh, its you" the smooth talker murmured, a hint of surprise in his tone. If one didn't know him, they could 
say he sounded pretty pleased to hear from Taylor again. 


"Yeah, me again" 

The paid speaker held back a giggle, cussing himself for the lack of professionalism that young man managed to 
draw out of him every time. The blonde himself knew he must sound clumsy as a virgin, but he couldn't help 
himself. He enjoyed hearing his call partner laugh. He had such a sexy laugh. 


"One might think you have a crush on me, Oliver" the voice insinuated, vaguely amused. 


"Maybe." Taylor teased him, a wicked smile spreading on his lips. He imagined the other man roll the wire 
around his index and bite his painted lips while thinking about him. "You're all talk and no actions, though." 


The other man sighed. Things were getting hotter by the minute. Just cut to the chase, Taylor could paint him 
thinking. 


"I told you already" the speaker quickly said, biting his lip a second later, hoping not to have sounded too harsh. 
‘lm a professional, young Oliver. But let's get on with it, | can't wait to hear you moan for me" he softened, 
purring lasciviously into the receiver. 


Slowly, Taylor's smirk widened and he let himself go against the backrest. 


It promised to be another long, favorable, sleepless night. 


